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дәнмен quiver in the breeze 
int the lake with patterns 


down the garden fence 
ptertall 


shadow of the daisies is hidden by the snow 
‘are imprinted in the pond of ice 


ple gate stands transform 
"palace door of icicles and tros 


The footprints carved in the snow 
Are etched with the silver of the moonlight 


And there is hope — 


rer 


Roman Reflections. 


Glance upward 
And angels and | 
Wil guide you toa world of patterns. 


As you pass through the portal 
Absorb the reflections of wonder: 
And you wil rediscover the outer images. 


Silver and crystal 
Define your posi 
ee sleng fa рик. 


Although rarely seen, 
Stripes and swirls 
Will appear through azure spectacles 


in painted pebbles 
In your poc 
e бе pong rein 


All the while remembering 
That these reflections 
Can be found whenever you seek them. 


TheSun 


Something More 
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PATTERNS OF SEDUCTION 


Red Wine 


Obscure are the zones of pleasure. 


Edgar Allen i 


EDGAR ALLEN II 


Stan Jarka 


Daybreak On A Farm. 
A Sparrow lies toward it, 


А Dog barks unknowingly at it, 


The proud rooster crows to welcome it: 


‘Surprising Amounts of Air, 
Lifting Their Leaves High, 
To Stretch High To The Sky. 


Leaving petritied minds behind 
Just to give the undertaker 
‘Something to take under 


The Birds Fly High. 


wings elevated 
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A Different Music 


spirit water 
who is st. de pres? 
why when i go to bathe 
john, some frenchman 


hat lucious sinking feeling 
‘and the shadows on the tub 


LIKE D.H. LAWRENCE DUG FL 


then all of a sudden you 
start realizing and fading 
that other feeling 
proud chest (indian secret) 


philosophers skin of skin 
skin, the skull, hair 


the natural 
earthy internal 


constellations, 
of sensations 


occultisms 
spirits 


total meeting 
the indians 
before the white man 


In Memoriam: Thomas Alva Edison 


Turned-off Telephone Blues 


Of Procreation & Proof 


from 
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Of Occident & Incident 


Where be sickness 
f not here 


How look naked 
f not bare. 


When be time 
if not now 


Which be question 
f not how 


What keeps mind 
if not free. 


Who breaks chains 
if not me 


Peter Cocuzza 


ANGEL 


Writing 


Question upon Question ... 
Little upon Great-ness ... 
Ass upon shoulder 

Peace upon Hope . 

Killing upon Killing .. . 
Blood upon Nothing ... 


Nothing upon Knowing-ness .. . 


Today and Saturday 


Walk three Blocks ... then 
fall to your right 

Kissed by the wind which 
didn't come. 


Superman Returns 


Gray 
Herding the moon-child: 

Smile. 

Six animal-like people — naked 

Never hearing ... 

Never Question ... 

Darkness. Darkness. Darkness. 

Then Blue 
Touching Aurora. 


Prudence Stay 


1 have just about completed my life 
A month ago two years 

Smoke drifting down 

The New York Times speaks 

Enter the goat. 

Then pinks and blues 

Return пої... 

Completed — nay 


That, that comes, will not yet see the light. 


Homer vs. Sagittarius 


Baroque. 
How | Knew them 
not? 
A peering Flash .. 
Flemished lines ... 
Passing the moon 
With thorns around .. 
Herds, 
Of animals winging 
Homer away .. 


| 


M. RODD 


1 Have Arrived 


The obvious is yet not the most impossible 
But the impossible is yet the most obvious. 
The speeding rocket landed upon the rainbow 


Of the untouched with sinner impossible dreamer. 


Of any hope of 
Arrived 
Destination here. 


John 


Man walks alone with 

such hope 
Appeared the moon, covered in pink ... 
Completing its wonder-parted path 
That we died You 

can appear 
The great blue appearing 

star 

with 
shining. 


Proxy. Proxy. 1984 
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Crystal Revisited 


Noise, Hell with it. Noise, Say the word 
And you'll be noise as me! 
Noise, just imagine and it's all over... 
The coming of the дамп... the ending of 
Five years ... from the Sun to thy feet... 
Noise .. 
Just groove onit... 
Just let it start! 

And then .. 

And then... 

And then ... 

CRYSTAL! 


CRYSTAL 


Once ago, | can't really remember, 

But I'll try 

Once ago | was a small child with 
no wonder of the world outside of mine. 

| remember very little of my years as a so 
called teen-ager; Times were really harc 

Now that I'm told I'm an adult with nothin; 
buta small crystal 

Once ago ... Iwas a child. 


Here, as time just passes away, 


Crystal, it all starts 
Sounds of the past 


Come with such a great 
insight now! 
Sounds of the present 
just don't happen! 
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ееп Scorned. rejected and shamed. 
The agony have tet, your mother has et 
a 
Ee aggro many binge 
c перу later you: tis know is is. 
things about you that you wi 


many unknown kin. 


fe now here my ón and terdik отыл 
they tah do. 
But never fee a 
ard too. nes 


tor the deus was. 
a bast 4 " 


дылары 


To Hell with Bell Tel 


To Thee: Jus' Anima? 
Jus Muse? 


THURSDAY 


Melody Lane 
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Spring 
/ 
r The hour brings forth new flowers. 
But not quite ike the У абран: 2) / From amidst the April Showers 
which w Hargly winds blow and capture. i 
! My childhood smiled He okies curt a x 
Mike uei rees appear with new leave 
For happin 1 asked it. "Come along моет iie 


Their branches sway and bow in gentle breezes ў 

Children playing throughout the day; 

Whose faces dhd voices denote sounds o! gaiety. 
overs — yes Lovers, generall) quite proud. 

Tac pr i perde د‎ СУ 
LT” CS | The feelings of emotion, the joy, the devotion. 

Will ever again havé the Childhood 
jo trust and have good faith 


Only then did it spite again 
And without а doubt was goffe. 


y 
|| Aare the things which stimulate Spring 


Melody Hertz Pam Scott 


Photo Essay 
David Crooms 
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Feline 


Sheslips gently through the dawn. 
to flee into night 
Asilent feline with darkened glow 


Itis then that he can see 
humanity abide 

And deep inside that dark veneer 
is care that is no sin. 


But the forest knows and sighs 
anticipation of a sight 
Among the shrubs the hunters hide 
E 


eyes 
ће sees a brilliance there 

In fathomless depths and with unnumbered facets 
ablaze with pristine glory 


The creature weaves beneath the trees 


А woodsman leaps, a woodsman grasps 
and to the fight ensues 


into the stygian hue. 


But when the hunter turns his head 
in the direction of the flight 


ће comes as if to play 


in caverns deeply Паге 
That express themself like a labyrinth 
of an esoteric story 


The hunter thinks he understands 


and leave her naked on the stage 


Eternal ambivalance tears inside 
wracks with euphoric might 
Emotions and rationality conflict 
rling f 
As the morning dawns the morning sun 
soon reveals the plight 


mes to his sid 
And Kindly. carefully licks his hurts 
and ministers to him 


trea 
Athe dusts thewoodsmans bow 


Coleman 


Man 


Man walks print protrusion above the soll 


Like a tungus hat feeds on whatever it can 
bacteria that decays whatever it will 


А solitary figure travels through the settling dust 
f evening 


Babel 


And at all sides is dimness and unclearness 


Or wrat hat something a ne is unsure 
еһе has handled much that has 
оте into vi 
And found then oniy momentary 
Andso 
Man walks on 
Man progres 
n looks around 
Man feels the new 
and wonders 


(o moments 
Two single ones т other 
and linge 
а arie but all they know is their own 
‘and dispair 
They co not seo the face 
They can not fathom the depths. 
They cannot understand the flesh. 
Hate. 
Misungerstandings bubble 
Alienation 
andal 


Through the darkness comes a man 
He is spent and just as others have walker 

So he struggles through the thickest dust kot the way 
And just as others he also comes to know little 

And so he dies and rots. 

‘And his ashes mingle with the dust of the ro: 


to collect оп the teet and tie the lungs of he next man 


whe comes that w 


My arms are shackled tight. 
Pray loose my bonds th 
1 may serve you with my might 
¡nora and worked on hoe ek chains 
and finally set him fre 
And then ne aid pet on his knees and bowed 
ship me 
My head was big my heart was cold 
ıd I commanded in the end 
Spend not your time in worship here 
у me dividend, 
Mams reguest e out magit 
y 


He brought me things from everywhere 
built me castles high 
But one bright day | realized | was 


Prometheus, save my Ие. pray. 
and will set you free. 

He turned to me vith saddened eye and could 
plainly 

He had no gift no lasting gift 
of immortality 


Coleman 


Prelude to Death 


Darkness surrounds me — 


an’s path beckons, 


Wade 


n Rome 


Notice of Age in Autumn. 


‘The windowpanes drowned by the wind 


The Day. Standing Dead 


Picking up the leaves of f 
Which way is the wind going? 


The lea roof 
The seconds ай twittered by indiscrete. 
As the flash hit my ears in a painful poof. 


ToKnow 


1 don't understand why 


The wallpaper thi 
I'm through it lm in. 


Sun, Cloud and! 


Thesun rose. 


h me 
Looking tor something to see. 


Thesun was overhead 


Down to my sock. 


The sun fell down 


So! went to bed. Bye. 


Michael Banasewycz 


Here you are, I want to go along. 
Give me my ticket. 


The hour was strong | 


Which day was the song playin 
You don't know, you're leaving you say. 
Why am I always sitting alone. 

Maybe | should be standing. 


And always the same endin 
пате ma shou Be standing, 
Not in the park, not in 

Notin the street not even what min. 


But he's gone, his soul is no longer his 
He lostit 

When he pulled his handkerchief out of his pocket, 
It fell in a hole. 

He took some paper off the stre 

Ana tl nthe lesa never gt ou, 


Are you happy mister? Mister 
His hearing's gone. 

lander how long he's been this wa 
Wel, got to finda hole: and the end of the day 
Is almost he 
Can't standin here anyway. 


y's Dream 


A voyage would I take, 
f only for the sake o 


No, 
I'd choose to stay. 


For love means mor 


an selfishness, 
and complex pleasures cannot comp: 
that were created for all to share. 


or when the ship embarks again 


For this selfish journey 


Destroyed it 
an there be something still left untouche 


Ten 


The Sun On Thursday That So Many Missed 


Pink sun against a blue sky 
dipping through a cloud. 
getting higher. 


Birds flying round 
hearing the sound. 


of the water 
rushing to meet the minds of those on the shore. 


Rainbows playing in waves 
making patterns almost too magical to believe 
as the sun still rises 
and sheds its brilliance across the sky 
giving 


rot only light 
but lite 
tothe world 


Marilyn 


